A hatch opened in the wall, and a hairy wrist emerged
Black nails grasped the edge of a radish-dish on which a
sticky sauce vert wabbled
'You'll find Russian taxis outside You've only to
ask for Volodka's address All of them know one
another5
The waiter clicked his heels and bowed his well-
developed body vciy slightly He went in for sports,
and flirted with the restaurant's lady customers with
breezy playfulness
I went out into the street, and at once two shadows de-
tached themselves from the wall and followed me
'Alms for an old major!> said one of them
'Alms lor an old sailor|J said the other
The shadows spoke Russian  I didn't turn round
'Alms for an old major, alms for an old sailor1' they
kept on in chorus They said the same words over and
over again, automatically, without any expression Then
the shadow of the old sailor growled at the shadow of the
old major
'Aren't you ashamed to beg?'
'What about yourself"
'It's all right for a sailor, but it's a disgrace for a
major'
I reached the boulevard Montparnasse
I hunted for Steklianov as though he were Ungern him-
self In Grenellc and Montmartrc, I walked along rows of
taxis, staring at their drowsy, taciturn dnvers, whose daily
reading of Latest News and Renaissance provided them
with motives for existence which had ceased to apply to
them The legend that the country whose language they
still talked was not yet dead served as their sole drug
Their development, like that of backward children, had
stopped in 1917
When they changed their country, they had also changed
their class They had done their best to stick together
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